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THE DREAM OF THE SOUL. 




N the stillness of the night 
Came a Voice and question'd me, 
" Soul ! where is the burning light, 
" The light that should have guided 
thee?"— 



As the tropic green eclipse 
Dulls the white and moaning tide, 
From those strange unearthly lips 
Crept a chill through ether wide : 



And the stars in heaven stood fast, 
Though they glow'd to earth more nigh ; 
All nature seem'd one cavem vast, 
Waiting mute for my reply. 
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IV. 

Then the Voice again was heard 
Till I shudder'd with affright, 
Like the leaves magnetic stirr d 
By a coming storm at night. 

V. 

" Can the snow-drift of December 
" Gather 'neath the Dog-star s ray ? 
" Can thy conscience e'en remember 
" One thought-unpolluted day ? 

VI. 

" Darest thou o'er yon gulf black-riven 
" Fling her reins on Fancy bare, 
" Like a wild steed thunder-driven, 
" She would whirl thee to despair. 

VII. 

" Come away ! cold gleams the sickle, 
" More than thee I have to reap" — 
Whilst it spake, my pulse grew fickle, 
Bristling 'gan my hair to creep. 

VIII. 

Then my cheeks wax'd moist and cold. 
Like a corpse in asphalt buried ; 
Ceased my heart, nor longer toll'd 
Sad chimes, to a death-stop hurried. 
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IX. 

Life grew into sight, reJBection, 
A strange nightmare, ere decay ; 
As a creature waits dissection 
Moveless, voiceless, there I lay. 

X. 

As in a drowning moment, o'er me 
Flash'd a life's fate-woven dream : 
Things forgotten stood before me, 
Things too well remember'd gleam. 

xr. 

Pale, deceitful faces quiver, 
Changing in the lurid light. 
In Time's backward-flowing river 
Mirror'd o'er the surface bright. 

XIT. 

Faces 'neath the earth long faded. 
Loved and lovely, shone intense ; 
Every look that had upbraided 
Hit my keen and arrowy sense. 

XIIT. 

All, all came that I had known. 
Every deed was spectred there, 
Every thought, look, gesture, tone ; 
Each frail blossom blooming fair. 
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XIV. 

Ere the tree of Life was shaken 
By the madden'd clutch of care, 
And its fruit of ashes taken, 
Garner d in the cave Despair ! 

XV. 

As a carrion bird came near me 
Each dark moment that had fled ; 
Seemed they not to shun, or fear me. 
Kite-like, circling round the dead ! 

XVI. 

Then at once there did awake 
Such a world-crash of fierce sound, 
Like the chariot of the Earth-quake 
Hurtling 'neath Earth's hollow round ; 

XVII. 

Syllabling " Step forth and answer, 
" Soul ! from out yon prisoned clay :" 
As it cries, the dream-ghosts dance their 
Whirling Saraband away. 

XVIII. 

In an instant, each a feather 
Air-tost seems to fade in air ; 
So the mocking phantoms gather, 
Fade and gather, foul with fair. 
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XIX. 

Thus the life-like dead leaves shivering 
Skirt the twilight-haunted plain ; 
Close upon their pale troop quivering 
Rides the sightless wind amain ! 

XX. 

Whilst the bare trees toss their limbs high, 
Like old men in dim despair, 
As the wild hunt howling skims by 
Rustling through the shadowy air. 

XXI. 

Fled then at that dreadful sound 
All around me, as I lay 
There, in strange and deathlike swound. 
Dead — without sleep, or decay ! 

XXII. 

Sudden, with slight crackling o'er me, 
As if a shock electric pass'd, 
Stream'd my soul out, and before me 
Stood like shape in mirror glass'd. 

XXllI. 

Face to face it stood before me, 
Look for look it gave for mine ; 
Could a shudder have pass'd o'er me, 
'Twould have trembled in its eyne. 
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XXIV. 

> . « 

Oh ! how sad and guilty, dreary, 
Seem'd the glance it downward stole ; 
Oh ! how tortur'd, dim, and weary 
Stands that spirit famish'd soul. 

XXV. 

Answer, it hath none to give. 
Power, it hath none to vanish, 
Hope, it cannot frame to live, 
Thought, it may not dream to banish ! 

XXVI. 

Then a shriek of such fierce laughter. 
Rose beneath Earth's giant dome, 
As 'twould split each time-ribb'd. rafter ; 
Letting forth Hell's sprites to roam. 

XXVII. 

And I thought that there we waited 
Heaven's immutable decree ; 
Lead-like corpse and dark soul fated, 
There, in speechless agony ! 



# # 



XXVIII. 



Suddenly, sensation o er me, 
Like a white dove to her nest, 
Fluttering stole and gently bore me 
Back to realms of blissful rest. 
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XXIX. 

Skies unutterably blue 
Softly kiss'd mine eyes to gladness ; 
And my heart, with beatings true, 
Ceased its funeral march of sadness. 

XXX. 

Thus the glad soul, oft forgetting 
The dusk secrets of the grave. 
Basks in sunshine never fretting, 
Where sweet grass; and flowers wave : 

XXXI. 

Whom, if purged from worldly folly, 
May the rapt enthusiast hear. 
Musing lain in melancholy 
Neath the drowsy poplars near : 

XXXII. 

As amid their whispering bright leaves 
Peals its joyous carol shrill ; 
Or its glad voice, murmuring, light weaves 
Cadenc'd music in the rill, 

XXXIII. 

Seemed then such sweet strains soft playing 
Round my floating couch to rise ; 
'Twas like angels' voices straying 
Through the woof of summer skies ; 
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XXXIV. 

Or a rainbow's music ringing, 
Where the green meads sparkling lie, 
When the sun-fringed clouds are flinging 
Their bright spirit-thrones on high, 

XXXV. 

In some lake's blue vision glassing 
All their alchemy of wonder ; 
Forms that, dream-like, quicken passing, 
Ere acknowledged, rent asunder ; 

xxxvr. 

Battlements, or forests waving 
Dark-plum'd in the sultry wind. 
Pillared temples, torrents laving 
Crags that sullen frown behind. 

XXXVII. 

See there Pharaoh's swart host reeling 
Through the rent and billowy tide ; 
Now a Moslem pageant kneeling 
By some fine-spun minaret's side : 

XXXVIII. 

Or a group of Seraphs nearing 
Heaven's bright gates, their mission won ; 
Yon far lilac cloud upsteering. 
Deep-bathed in the setting sun. 
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XXXIX. 

Hush ! a thousand harps rich quiring 
Hail their glorious freight on high, 
With a rapture never tiring 
Glows his now undazzled eye ! 

XL. 

In such strains wrapt lay I smiling, 
Hush'd, methought, Hell's frantic din. 
In sweet trance of hope beguiling 
Fear of Death, or thought of sin : 

XLI. 

Till these accents seemed to reach me 
Sweet, ineffable, and low, 
^* Man's frail voice alone condemns the 
"Soul of man to endless woe! 

XLII. 

" Be his good deeds but resembling, 

" Through a life of evil sore, 

'^ One small sparkling foam-drop trembling 

" 'Mid all Ocean's guilty roar, 

XLIII. 

" Wilt thou pluck God's mantle, sitting 
" Thron'd with lightning wings, on high, 
" And shout madly, it is fitting 
*' That a soul for ever die? 

c 
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XLIV. 

^' Canst thou bound with limit true 
"Him who bids the comets speed, 
'* The flaming sun to trick anew, 
" Yet doth the insect feed? 

XLV. 

" Let all nature's feeble powers, 
" From the mountains clad in light 
" To the spirit hum of flowers, 
" Praise His mercy infinite!'' 
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THE VACANT THRONE. 



INSCRIBED TO M. LAMABTINE. 



T 



HERE was a strange old man, at leisure, 

Dozing sat upon a throne, 
Anon fumbling at the treasure 

That he dreamt was all his own ; 
When there came a whisper round him 

Deepening to a hollow roar. 
Soon a thunder-clap, that found him 

Dimly sprawling on the floor, 
Clutching at his crown, that roU'd 

Quickly to the palace door. 
In the mud and mire its gold 

All bespoil'd and spatter'd o'er : 
See his mean and anxious face ! 
Of a kin Of where now the trace? 
Ask if this be he ? 

So he fled — none of his kin then 
Belted him with lance and brand — 

'Gainst a people's voice 'twere sin then 
Rightly thought they thus to stand ; 

Perhaps they dared not ( I'm not willing 

Wise resolve to question, boys,) 
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Let the poor king, pockets filling, 
Steal from greatness without noise : 
At the door he makes his exit 

Open'd by a nation's hands — 
Doth the Ocean, think ye, vex it 

For the worthless thing it strands ? 
So disguised in fancies needless, 
Pass'd he through his subjects, heedless 
As the raving sea ! 

France ! now pause and ponder, 

'Tis not to be free, 
Merely to bid wander 

Palsied Majesty ; 
Forth from out your frantic land, 

Stumbling, helpless, on the way 
Torch-lit by each yelling band, 
And the people s fierce array — 
Thou hast many^ a noble son, 
But thy triumph's not yet won. 

Would that it might be ! 

Ye too that snatch'd wildly 

The power passing then. 
Use it well and mildly ; 

Be not slaves, but men ! 
Slaves of grim Chimera, 

Fleck'd with passion's foam — 
Blind oppression nearer 
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To each hearth and home, 
Worse than tyrants could assemble 
Barely to make crouch and tremble 
'Neath their nod and frown ! 

Then would Europe, link'd, assail you, 

Chafing at your vile pretence. 
And your armed force would fail you, 

Tottering from a vain defence ; 
Till the despot thunder 

At your gates aloud, 
Tearing thus asunder 

All your glories proud ; 
Whilst the people in despair, 
Turning first to rend you there. 
Snatch but ashes from the tree 
Of your boastful liberty 
Falling, rootless, down ! 

April 17th, 1848. 
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THE POET'S ANSWER. 



ON HIS BEING REPROACHED WITH KEEPING 



LATE HOURS. 



I. 

TRUE, ye may gather rose-buds, if ye will, 
Your flush 'd cheeks colour'd with the light of 
noon; 
But herbs more virtuous and more rare may fill 
My wan scrip, silvered by the mystic moon. 

II. 

Yes ! I have wanton'd through the livelong night, 
Steeping my soul in mental riot gay ; 
And found those hours as divinely bright 
As e'er came gilded by the Sun's warm ray : 
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III. 



Paler, perchance, a little paler they, 
But haloed with a lustre fancy-fraught 
Drawn from the Stars, funereal lamps of day, 
But birth-lit cressets to the dome of Thought. 



reproached with keeping late hours. 15 



IV. 

Let the dull herd sleep on, the vulgar dream. 
In painted mimicry of waking life ; 
'Tis theirs to frolic 'neath the daylight s beam, 
Shade apeing shadow, through the mid-day strife, 



But when her handmaid Silence ushers out 
The Vestal Reason with sweet Fancy's train, 
Hush'd the dry buzz of all the soulless rout, 
'Tis mine amid a dazzling throng to reign. 

VI. 

Tis then the world seems one vast, solemn flight, 
Which the frail mind (alack ! a little thing 
'Neath Phoebus' glare) may range dissolv'd in light, 
Like a young Planet orb'd in dazzling ring : 

VII. 

Bidding all times, all beings live again 
To be the pageant of its myriad eyes. 
Smiling sublime on each, escaped from pain, 
All Earth its lesson, Heaven above its prize ! 

VIII. 

Or center'd in the midst, it proudly stands. 
Waving a mystic amaranthine rod 
To summon round the countless spirit-bands 
Of legion'd faces, lit from near their God : 
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IX. 

Hymning with harps, whose golden notes of love 
Weave an eternal gladness, till the soul 
In rapture slumbering cloud-like float above, 
Tranced in new life, ere Death has leave to tolL 

X. 

Night is not death to me — Death be not night 
Of this existence frail ; but rather seem 
The bright assurance of the endless light 
Whose midnight glimpses shower each waking drean 
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THE SIGNAL GUN. 

TTAKK ! the Signal gun, 

■^ ^ Our ship, at length, is free : 

Bounding like a dream of speed 

O'er the wintry sea — 
Yet think not we shall find, boys. 

Though cruel winds may blow. 
The world of waves less kind, boys. 

Than the world of hearts we know. 

Souls, that be not stranded 

In this world of woe. 
Hither come and sail with us, 

Let the rude winds blow ! 
Like the cloud- wove visions 

Of cities in the skies. 
Be memory of the far-off shore 

Where bitter cares arise ! 



B 
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VERSES ADDRESSED TO MISS 



ON THE AUTHOR AND HIS GUESTS RECEIVING SOIU 
LINES FROM HER, WHEN ABOUT TO SAIL 
FOR THE MEDITERRANEAN. 



I. 

99 



YOU bid us fly the " Syren glance 
Of eyes, whose liquid sorrows be 
Thought-woven, and then wildly dance 
To young love's inward minstrelsy : 
Ah ! Syren, cease ; nor mock the spell 
By thine own magic wrought too well ! 



IT. 



The girls of the sweet South ! oh ! where 
Bright fetter'd sunset in the vine, 

'Mid waving tendrils like thy hair, 
Half hidden glows with pink divine, 

To us are forms untrue as fair ; 

We are thy prisoners everywhere ! 

III. 
And should we sail by some charm'd shore, 

The sea-maid's music might invite. 
In vain, the senses that no more 

May feed but on the sad delight 
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That we have felt and heard the strain 
Of one sweet voice heard not again. 

IV. 

Our good ship sails, her course is free, 
We'll shout upon the dancing main ; 

But still our souls are bound to thee. 
Our very freedom is in vain ! 

Then, Lady, since we own the spell, 

Give back our hearts with thy farewell ! 



20 



THE DEPARTURE. 

A FOOLISH dream is broken, 
-^"^ But with it too a heart ; 
Our love hath left no token 

Save this, since now we part. 
The Autumn leaves are falling 

Around my house and home, 
The seamen hoarsely calling 

Athwart the dark sea-foam : 
And I must covet rest 

Upon the dancing brine. 
Cold as the proud, vain breast 

I fondly deem'd was mine. 
Like a heaving churchyard green 

The swelling waves will rise. 
And swelling thoughts unseen 

Will dim these aching eyes. 
When midnight heavy falls 

Upon the driving ship, 
She will not heed my voice that calls, 

Or mark my quivering lip ; 
And when sweet calm broods o'er the sea 

Hear the long heart-drawn sigh 
That she's not there to gaze with me, 

Then fondly meet mine eye, 
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And say a thousand pretty things 

Of floating isles above, 
Where Peace sky-throned sits and sings 

To blissful souls that love. 
" See, girl ! the crimson streaks 

" That tip yon cloud-wove firs, 
" These are the twilight freaks 

" Of God's sweet ministers ! 
" Yon rocky island deep, 

" Perchance the Pirate's home, 
" Now gems the ocean's murmuring sleep, 

*' 'T would scorn his madden'd foam. 
" How fades it from our lingering view, 
'* Its lilac deepening into blue ! 
'* Art loath, my love, to break the spell 
" Of silence, thy sweet thoughts to tell?" 
No ! no ! she is not there ; I trace 
No wonder in her speaking face, 
Feel no soft pressure of her hand. 
Alone I pace, alone I stand, 
Then turn me to my narrow cot 
Unheard, unseen, unwept, forgot ! 
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THE PLAINT OF THE FORSAKEN.* 

Ti ^Y heart is ice, my brain is hot, 

^^-^ She loves me not, she loves me not — 

She for whom my manhood grew 

Into something bright and true ; 

As when youth's first dreams were mine, 

Painting still this earth divine, 

Doubting nought with wintry fear, 

Deeming all the world sincere, 

Beauty, for her mere false light. 

Pure and noble as of right, 

Friendship, still a garb more holy. 

Than an angel's melancholy — 

O God ! that all should be forgot ! 

She loves me not, she loves me not ! 

She, that clasp'd me to her heart, 
Stay'd me when I would depart. 
With her tender looks assail'd me. 
Till, entranced, my bosom fail'd me — 
She that o'er me cast her spell 

* This little poem bears the same title as one in the former yo- 
lume published by the Author. The difference exists in the " for- 
saken*' here being pictured as a man. 
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Slowly, till I loved so well, 
That she dared to break the toy 
Chosen for her cruel joy — 
She that silent bade me love her 
(Did she feel no God above her?) 
Oft with dim light in her eyes, 
Breathing in my lips her sighs, — 
Seals now with cold lips my doom. 
Leaves me, leaves me to the tomb ! 

I would have read her eyes alone. 

Until old age had dimm'd mine own ; 

I would have lived, her slave more proud 

Thus, than if nations to me bow'd : 

She should have been the fairy power. 

To lead me on from hour to hour, 

To guard my soul from numbing vice, 

And each stray thought from earth entice : 

My soul had never then grown old. 

My brain so hot, my heart so cold : 

Thus had I died, (be thought forgiven !) 

I scarce had known a change in Heaven. 

Now, now there is no need of Hell, 

Its pangs have struck here but too well : 

It is to think of moments fled, 

Of looks and tones for ever dead ; 

To know that warm and beating breast 

May pillow soon another's rest ; 

Another rapture light her eyes, 
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Another garner all her sighs ; 

Her careless look of proud disdain 

May cause another bosom pain : 

Perchance heal'd with that thrilling glance 

Of woven blue in liquid dance, 

That once bent on me leaves me never, 

Though she has left me now for ever. 

Oh ! for the soul of stern disdain 
To gnaw my heart with serpent pain ! 
So I might hide this fierce distress, 
And seem a child of happiness, 
To light not thus her Syren eye 
To feed upon mine agony. 
Oh ! but to win renown, a name — 
Her proud soul then itself might blame : 
It cannot be wealth's mean disguise 
May dazzle long those soul-fed eyes ; 
Nor Fashion shrivel so her heart, 
Inhumanize her nobler part, 
To make her all she now would seem ; 
Too late she breaks her frigid dream. 
Presses her white and jewell'd finger 
Upon that brow whose snows still linger. 
Through the sweet summer of her prime — 
There yet is time ! there yet is time ! 
No ! no ! the spell is broken ever, 
Our love returns, returneth never ! 




25 



I. 



THANATOS. 

T HAVE no token-mockery, 

-^ No tress of serpent hair, 
To say I lov'd, or thought to love 
A thing so light and fair. 

But I have something at my breast, 
That's choked within its cage, 

A sickening tumult of despair, 
Of grief, and hate, and rage. 

I rise up M^ith the felon's glare 

Around his midnight cell, 
Asking the blank wall, if 'tis o'er, 

And this be burning Hell ! 

No ! no ! it only bids me smile, 
Talk, jest, and smile, and laugh, 

As with a mouth like Satan's drawn 
I kiss, and wildly quaff: 

Ay ! others kiss than thee, thou thing. 

Too small unto my hate. 
Would I could give a soul like mine. 

Then hurl thee to thy fate 1 
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Give thee a soul like mine, and then 

The sting that rankles there: 
The curse is lost I now would fling 

At one so light and fair. 

'Tis true you breath'd no vows to me ; 

I read them in your eyes, 
In the false quiver of your lips, 

Your silence, and your sighs. 

And now you meet me with a sweet 

Half-plaintive, pitying glance. 
As if to say " God bless the man ! 

" He dreams of some romance." 

As if, O God, I ne'er at night 

Hung o'er thy beating heart. 
Whilst thy warm lips, like rose-leaves stirr'd, 

Would breathe my name apart. 

Would breathe my name apart, my love, 

In fairy tones so small. 
True rose-leaves on the grass, my love. 

Might not more gently fall. 

And I would listen like a child, 

That hears in ecstasy 
The unbought music of a shell. 

Lost from the wondrous sea. 




Thanatos. 27 



Away ! away ! false memories, 

It never could have been, 
A love like mine had never birth, 

The whole world is too mean ! 

Too common is the earth, our frames 
Are human, change and die — 

My love is dead, and thou art false 
As aught beneath the sky. 

What ! ask for more than life should give, 

A lie — a dream to last ? — 
Thou canst not scorn, in future, more 

Than I now loathe the past ! 
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II. 
MARANATHA. 

' 'T^IS done ! I am no more the slave 
-** Of passion curst by man and Heaven, 

The serpent links that bound my heart 
Are snapt asunder, torn, and riven : 

I triumph in the maddening pain, 

Awake, I would not dream again. 

With poison circling in her veins, 

With barbs for glances, snakes for hair, 

She clasp'd around my manhood true 
Her being loathsome, foul yet fair : 

Gasping, I cut the odious chain, 

I would not, would not dream again. 

Yet oh ! in each fond look and tone. 

Each thought express'd, conceal'd, to trace 

The shameless Harlot's wile — to read 
Deception in each lingering grace — 

Moments will haunt the racking brain. 

Strike, Furies ! lest I sleep again ! 

I will not sleep — I am awake ! 

I know thee, curse thee, bid thee live 
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To know thyself, to loathe thy sin, 
And still exist, this, this I give ! 
Fiends ! can ye forge more hellish pain- 
Her own heart read by her own brain ? 



Around thee flit a nameless fear, 

A dream, a shudder, and a start. 
Though diamonds flash around thy path, 

Be thy sole life, thy fever'd part ; 
And may thy very smiles, ere fled, 

Darken to horror — from thy brow 
The scorch 'd wreath ere its time fall dead. 

Thy nostril writhe with hidden woe ; 
And in the dance thy bound recoil 

From a deep grave before thy feet, 
The scent of tombs be in thy garments, 

A spectral face thy slumbers greet — 
When Death shall grin beside thy couch. 

Ere thy last sigh pollute the air, 
Let the mad curse that leaves my lips 

Clutch thy false heart and riot there. 
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III. 



EUTHANASIA. 

A ND shall my lips these changes ring 
•^■^ To agonize a woman's heart ? — 
Frail bondage of so poor a thing, 

Twere better that we only part ; 
And if we meet, another sphere 
Shall wrap me from her being near, 
No more shall one vain spell be found 

To drag my thoughts from things above, 
Or memory like a ghost steal round 

The grave of my polluted love : 
Ambition be my holier theme. 
The World my song and Heaven my dream ! 

Let the waves rage, the sad winds moan, 

Entranced no more I'll fondly weep, 
But proudly live, 'mid crowds alone, 

Hurling these base regrets to sleep, 
Like craven dogs that crouch and crawl 
Beneath the huntsman's angry brawl. 
As wounded birds their plumage tear, 

That bleed upon the naked rock, 
I'll fling each light thought into air 

To vanish 'mid the storm-cloud's shock ; 
Then rise again and wing my flight 
In sapphire Evening's halcyon light. 
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LOVE'S WILDERNESS. 

A WILDERNESS of love is mine, 
-^^- Whose green boughs wave 'mid smiling flowers, 
There haunts it but one form divine. 

One wood-nymph peeps from all its bowers ; 
And but one gloom o'ershades my heart, 
The wintry fear lest we should part. 

Oh ! deem not, as I pass, Fd stray 

To snatch another rose but thee, 
One glimpse of heaven marks my way 

Through all the winding paths there be, 
To wile a child of earth afar 
From thee, his soft, bright, guiding star. 

Like the fond Roman king, I give 

My soul to one green haunted spot, 
'Tis all my creed with thee to live. 

Then never let me find thee not : 
Another kinder home Pd crave. 
Or 'mid the world ; — or in the grave ! 
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LINES TO MRS. 



LADY ! thy tears for virtue's fall 
Might gem an angel's coronet. 
Or, in Heaven's rainbow arch, to all 

Hope's sweet sign, be in pearl showers set : 
But I'd not rob that cheek of thine 
Of one bright tear for things divine ! 

For nought diviner can there be 
Than pity in the spotless breast, 

Lady ! of one on earth like thee, 
So early favour'd and so blest, 

For struggles of the poor and mean 

To be what thou hast ever been. 

Temptation was her hapless dower. 
Her being fell 'mid thorns disgraced. 

While thou to deck a living bower 

Of blooming growth wert earliest placed ; 

But pride, the tempter, had no share 

Within thy glorious cradle there. 

Round her sad life with hideous gflare 
The ghastly forms of shrieking vice 
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Round her sad life with hideous glare 
The ghastly forms of shrieking vice 

Stood mocking, their Medusa stare 
Turn'd her young bosom into ice. 

Polluted her infantine breath ; 

Her very birth, a living death. 

Yet, one day, the lost spark of life 
Was kindled by some Angel's sigh. 

That wandering through the world's drear strife 
Enter'd the Orphan's breast, to die ; 

But found such lodging there, it grew 

A noble prize for heaven and you ; 



And now she loves^ is loved again : 

Thy low sweet voice condemns her not ; 

Nor prates about the worldly stain, 
Amid the proud and stainless knot. 

That bade her seek the frigid name 

Of virtue, in a married shame ; 

And wake to knowledge, but to find 

Disgust the birthright of her mind. 

Her higher fate a hideous sale, 

Her life more false, her soul more frail ! 

Lady 1 He taught thy judgment mild, 
Who bid the sinless heart first throw 
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Its cruel flint-stone at the child 

Of impulse and forsaken woe — 
How doth the conscious crowd recoil 
And leave to God their shrinking spoil ! 

For this, 1 send, with ardour free, 
My heart embalm'd in verse to thee : 
Dread not this lay from stranger lips ; 
The Bee profanes not where he sips, 
Nor stains the Lily's moonlit cell, 
Ringing her lover Sylph farewell ; 
So I, beneath thy beauty's rays, 
Gather the honey of sweet praise, 
And bid thee fret not whence it came, 
Nor aught intrusive fondly blame — 
The meanest soul, by God forgiven, 
May share with thee the light of Heaven, 
And my frail song may grace the life 
Of blameless Mother, spotless Wife. 
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SERENADE. 
FROM PILLOWD SLEEP, ARISEI 

T7ROM pillow'd sleep arise, love, 

■*- Night matclieth not thine eyes, love, 

With all her starry dance — 
Clear orhs, whose Bres down streanaing 
Light this pale world now dreaming ; 

But dull to thy one glance t 

Thy silk-soft lids unseal, love, 
Eve's gentle breezes steal, love, 

The glittering boughs along. 
Soft whispers near us bringing. 
Sweet murmurs round us flinging; 

Let thine too he among. 

But should thy thoughts be mine, love, 
In that blest sleep of thine, love, 

Should'st dream of me alone — 
Like some pale, closed flower drooping, 
Night's shadows o'er it stooping ; 

Oh ! then sleep on, sleep on ! 
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SONG, 
FaoM THE Tragedy of Crcesus, King of Lydia. 

T3 Y old Pactolus' i^iver, 

-*-' Whose magic waves of golcj 

Ceaseless their treasures rolFd 

To where warm poppies quiver, 

On banks where nought doth wither, 

And sun-lit flowers teem, 

In softest mid-day beam^ 

A sleeping maid did dream 

Her heart was wintry cold ! 

Aha ! let's mock thee. Gold ! 
With thy fantastic lure 
Thou hast no charm to cure 

Sad hearts that are a-cold, 
Fal^ love may be forgot, 
But true Love knows thee not — 
Knows thee not ! 

By CaucsMsus' far mountain, 
Snow pillowing on snows, 
Where black nights sudden close, 
And freezes steel-clear fountain. 
Where Frost sits white wreaths counting 
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And points his thrilling lance, 
A youth dreams in soft trance 
Bright glad eyes on him glance, 
While his warm bosom glows ! 

Aha ! care boasts no spell 
To numb with icy touch 
And envious finger's clutch 

Warm hearts a loving well. 
Care, thou may'st wintry rave, 
Since heart is not thy slave — 
Not thy slave ] 
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THE WASTED HEART.* 

T TNH ALLO WD was the moment cursed the hour, 
*^ When first I found a wither'd, scentless flower, 
And deeming 'twas no fault from nurturing stem 
To be so torn, I said " Come, be my gem, 
^^ And I will paint thee with fresh beams from skies 
" Of tender blue, and light from pitying eyes, 
" And drop a tear for dew within thy breast, 
** Lulling thy heavy heart on mine to rest : 
** Because thou hast no strength to rise unaided, 
" I'll think the brightest flowers by thee are faded ; 
" Pert, blooming things, no cruel, blistering rain 
" Hath crush'd their petals, curKd their leaves with 

pain; 
" No winds have left them on the path to lie, 
" While cruel footsteps rush unheeding by ; 
" Else had their poor existence never striven 
** Like thine to look with mute appeal to Heaven." 

So that poor sufferer to my side I prest; 
But never more my heart knew any rest : 

* These lines were suggested to the Author by his intimate ac- 
quaintance with the heart-burnings and miseries of an old College 
friend; since dead. 
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For a deep canker and a blight was there 
Within the faded leaves, I deem'd still fair, 
That stole their poisonous influence to my heart ; 
Soon, soon I felt the sad and secret smart : 
As one in dreams an Angel Form had kissM, 
That to a serpent changed around him hiss'd, 
My life grew monstrous, all a hideous blank, 
Fiird with the writhing fumes of ordure rank ; 
Then strove I from my breast to strip the thing 
So hurtful, back my panting peace to bring, 
But still it clung and fester'd madly there, 
Sapping my vital part with burning care ; 
My very heart grew old, ere grey my hair. 
Know ye, young men ! and learn to shun this fate, 
More foul than envy, more accursed than fate — 
A love when wasted on a flower full-blown 
Leaves but a rankling poisonous thorn your own ; 
An ever-growing memory, from the date 
You blindly snatch'd at your incestuous fate. 
Like a foul Spectre will for ever rise, 
Curst as your lot, before your jaundiced eyes ; 
The thought another was than you more blest 
Will mar your dalliance, tear your soul from rest. 
Grin through the smoke of your familiar food. 
Clutch all your joys with sullying fingers rude. 
Make bitter jesting all your feeble mirth. 
And dog-like howl on your polluted hearth ! 
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A SKETCH. 

/^ REEDY and proud of neither birth nor fame, 
^^-^ But of her body's high-priced, foulest shame, 
With envious cackle brimful to the lips, 
Unpicking virtue, as her dress she rips. 
Cruel and false, as curst Medea's rage. 
Yet dropping greasy tears o'er sickliest page ; 
Giving the money that she earns, or gets 
No matter how, to flatterers, pimps, and pets ; 
And thus, her vain soul gorged, betraying still 
The generous heart, her filthy slaves to fill ; 
A patroness sans judgment^ virtue, state, 
Aping the faults of the fantastic great. 
But sprawling, in her imitative aim, as far 
From these, as from her ken beams honour s star : 
Like that foul Empress of the northern sphere 
Holding the form and grace of manhood dear, 
Till, sickening in the vampire clasp, it die ; 
Then doth she quick another victim try, ' 
Waste soul and substance, rjeputation, fame- 
Nay ! I'll not give the thing I paint a namely 
But in such form escaped Pandora's curse 
To glut with creatures vile the universe. 
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TO 



I. 



A GAINST that time, when with averted eye, 
-^^ On him who once its beaming fondness met, 
Thou'lt gaze, and thus assure him cruelly 
That all the sunshine of his hopes hath set ; 
Against that time. Til breathe a silent prayer 
Within the mansion of this lonely heart, 
Till something whisper, bidding cease my fear, 
That we shall meet ere long, but not to part. 

II. 

For I have loved, ay ! more than others love, 

Though not so loudly as the boisterous throng; 

But simply gazed on the deep sky above 

To ask if such love be not Heaven's great wrong : 

Now my dim couch upon the purple main 

Is dancing spread, to bear me far away ; 

My soul still asks if I have loved in vain, 

My dreams still round thy haloed beauties stray. 

III. 

Oh ! when soft twilight sadly lingers by 
To feed yet on thy blue eyes' rapturous light, 
Floating confused beneath the deepening sky 
Like sleeping violets 'neath their leaves' dark night. 
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Each pure, sweet thought in hallowing mercy turn. 
Ere, circling still, it gain Heaven's throne of rest. 
And send its white wings, where I distant bum. 
To brood, in peace, o'er this torn, anguish'd breast. 



r\ 
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TO FALSE REVOLUTIONISTS. 

T3 ASTARDS of Freedom ! learn— 
-*^ 'Tis not to feed your hate, 
On better things to turn 

To rend and desecrate ; 
Proud canopies to bear 

From crimson'd street to street, 
And then, in madness, tear 

'Neath myriad trampling feet, 
Will stamp a godless nation great ; 
Or, thriftless, mend a palsied state; 
But thoughts of wisdom, deeds of peace. 
Will make the good Heaven gives, increase. 

Fine names ye call— for all, for all. 

Your crimes in folly dresty 
Your boasted flag' s a blood-stained rag. 

Your Liberty a jest. 

Ye too, that basely shun 

The dangers ye invite. 
But prate of pike and gun. 

Of ambuscade and fight ; 
Then leave your victims lost 

In helpless disarray. 
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To find, at such sad cost, 

What hollow words ye say ; 
Ye moral culprits, dastards pale ! 
Think not your punishment shall fail : 
On your false brows what guilt-dyed stain — 
The seal of death, the brand of Cain. 

Fine names ye call — -yet stilly for all 

Your crimes in folly dresty 
Your boasted flag's a blood-stained ragj 

Your Liberty a jest. 

Hearken, where France, now bare. 

Lay smiling in the sun, 
Will twice ten years (think ye) repair 

The mischief hath been done ? 
We have the noblest power 
That ever yet was free. 
Shall one curst, meddling hour 

Broad England's tombstone be ? 
The grave of all our firm-built pride 
Proud-teaching the whole world beside ? 
Ah ! wretches, your foul plans resign ; 
True Freedom hath a front benign — 

Fine names ye call — know^ know , for all 

Your crimes in folly dresty 
Your boasted flag^s a blood-stain' d ragj 

Your Liberty a jest ! 
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O'er Ireland's shuddering isle 
Dark Vulture shadows fling 
The gloom of night awhile; 

Pale Griefs, sad crooning, sing : 
On that perverted crew 

Dire ignorance gloats amain ; 
Their icy fingers blue 

Link Sorrow, Hunger, Pain : 
Whilst superstition's priest-clad power 
Doth, o'er all, wildly savage, tower : 
One giant stride ! but ye forget 
That English bosoms glow here yet ! 

Fair names ye call — alas ! for all 
Your crimes in folly dresty 

Your boasted fag's a blood-stained rag, 
Your Liberty a jest ; 

For England, at the hour, 

Her lion mane will shake, 
And, from majestic power 

Of calm repose, awake ! 
Each miscreant " club" and band 

Shall, disunited, reel. 
Whilst crouching through the land 

Her base assassins steal ; 
Fools ! go elsewhere your dreams to tell, 
Our glorious birthright we'll not sell 
To feed the idle, rob the good. 
And nourish but your reptile brood. 
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The false hoods fall from all, from all; 

7%eir crimes grin forth unblest. 
Their boasted flag^s a blood-stain'd rag. 

Their Liberty a Jest. 

'Tis a mad joke — the world 

Half crazy with the thought, 
Because of Kings down hurl'd, 

They have sweet freedom caught ; 
Poor bleeding, wicg-clipt maid ! 

They do but fright thee far. 
To seek some happier shade 

From horrid sounds of war, 
Where license feigns thy traits divine, 
'Mid democratic howl and whine ; 
Long since thou hadst thy bowers here, 
Each English home thy cradle dear — 

Then cease your call — here ! here / for all, 

True Liberty lives blest, 
No blood-stain'd rag, her spotless flag, 

OUR Freedom is no Jest ! 

June 10, .1848. 
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THE LESSON OF DEATH. 

I* 

METHOUGHT I sat me in a glorious building 
Shower'd with lights and jewels' orient gleam, 
With amber draperies festoon 'd and gilding, 
Resplendent as an Arab noon-day dream, 

II. 

And o'er my charmed senses ringing stole 
The quivering- notes of Orpheus eager turning 
On Hades' gloomy threshold ; — his fond soul 
In frenzy wild with love and music burning. 

III. 

It was an old dramatic tale of woe 
Of one that had two loves ; the elder true, 
Impassion'd, and yet spurn'd— in lingering throe 
Of melody, she bids the world adieii — 

IV. 

And leaves the sunny earth, the deep blue skies, 
Bright flowers and fields, and solemn Druid state 
Of her green forest home, unto the eyes 
Of her young rival with her cruel mate. 
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V. 

Oh ! how her voice dwelt madly in mine ear, 
Making fine echoes through my marbled brain, 
That seem'd to ring more distant as more clear, 
In thrilling ecstasy of sweetest pain. 

VI. 

Though she was silent, lull'd at length to rest 
In mimic semblance of a burning death; 
Yet till new strains arose, my thought was blest 
In cadenced softness of her dying breath. 

VII. 

And then all looked upon a fairy scene 
Dipp'd in Chameleon changes of a cloud, 
When the flushed sun hath long a lingering been, 
As if of such a trophied death-bed proud. 

VIII. * 

Flowers and odours, scarfs, and music gay. 
Voluptuous twinings of the silk-clad form 
Fill the warm senses with their bright array : 
Then all applaud in loud and deafening storm, 

IX. 

As some light votaress of the mazy dance 
Wing'd like an insect Queen of blooming May, 
Shedding around her quick and lustrous glance, 
Bounds forth ; whom eyes would bid for ever stay. 
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X. 

The young, the fair, the beauteous, gaze alike, 
In rapture, by that scene of magic won. 
With those whose aged hearts of offal strike 
Their last faint quarter, ere life's sand be run, 

xr. 

Yet all is splendour there— no waving plume 
Leaves its dark shadow on the wall, to tell 
Of sister plumes that deck with nodding gloom 
The hearse that bears us to the grave's dusk cell. 

XII. 

The music, dance, the flashing jewels bid 
My senses sleep awhile — hold ! hold ! no more 
I dream of bliss — each fever'd eye's dull lid 
Terror her midnight fillet bindeth o'er. 

XIIT. 

A hundred years my soul then leapt — an age ! 
One age of man's fantastic, strange career ; 
From the world's life I tore one future page — 
Then came a whisper d sound of sighing drear. 

The sickly lamps decay'd, the diamonds gleam'd 
Phosphoric, but a moment, then fell dead 
Put out by inky fingers ; only seem'd 
A light putrescent o'er putrescence shed, 

H 
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XV. 

To make tbe living feel decay was there : 
I could have known if but a fly had stirred 
Within those lofty precints cold and bare ; 
Where Echo still-born died ere she was heard. 

XVI. 

Till, through the loosenM rafters suddenly, 
The North wind, like a wounded bear adrift. 
On a white phantom ice-plain glittering by, 
Began his sad and moaning voice to lift* 

xvir. 

And then, methought, new strains did rise around : 
In their crack'd flutes the idle breezes stray, 
Death's castanets ring forth with rattling sound, 
On the parch 'd drum the hollow crpss-bones play. 

XVIII. 

Round yon broad hip-plates lo ! the spider weaves 
His gauzy web, in air-draughts wild to float ; 
On each bare poll the worm his slime-track leaves, 
Time, that old Lecher, therCj alone could doat ! 

XIX. 

A fungous chaplet clasps each yellow brow, 
Where shines no glossy hair in culture fine, 
And where I turn, in shuddering wonder, now 
A sea of skulls waves 'neath my trembling eyne. 
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XX. 

No pearls, no wreaths, no wanton trick of face. 
Remain amid that bleach'd and mouldering crew : 
No sad Egyptian's art with stiff grimace 
Steals for awhile oblivion s icy due. 

XXI. 

Corruption reigns o*er all — the mimic scene, 
The high-bom crowd of glittering antics there 
Show the same grinning sightless vizard lean : 
All are Death's mimics now, his livery wear ! 

XXII. 

The earth-brown stain, green mossy colour dank ! 
No whiter ribs doth this or that one prize : 
All boast one fashion, each of every rank 
Flings off his short-lived, shallow, mean disguise. 



XXIII. 

It was a goodly fellowship to be 

In death amid yon countless mouldering crew : 

My spirit once, in silent reverie, 

To find a burial-place enquiring flew 

XXIV. 

For one, who shed the blood of empires wide 
To feed the craving monster of his mind. 
Ambition — was it fitting by his side 
Should lie the frame-work of his murder d kind ? 
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XXV. 

Upon the green and billowy deep there rolFd 
A black dismasted hull ; but One was there ; 
One rotten oar he grasp*d with rigid hold, 
His hollow eyes stared sightless in the air. 

XXVI. 

But there was life amid the wild sea foam ; 
There came a huge bird shrieking with the wind ; 
That crazy coffin bark might staggering roam 
And thousand living fellows onward find. 

XXVII. 

Till the blue lightning grave it in the soul 
Of some stout captain hailing loudly " Ho ! 
Whence are ye bound?" — the mighty billows roll, 
And darkness falls again above, below« 

XXVIII. 

So pass'd my spirit to a burning sand 
Where the red sun rose daily still the same, 
And cloudless sank — afar I mark'd a hand 
That pointed up from a bleach'd human frame. 

XXIX. 

'Twas the lone centre of the fumaced plain : 
For sentinel, its own round polished skull 
Sat cushioned, placed apart in solemn reign, 
And seem'd of strange and silent jesting full. 
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XXX. 

A grim portcullis arm'd with teeth its jaw, 

To guard the empty castle, where the brain 

Held once its ceaseless revel : and I saw 

As 'twere two shattered loopholes' time-worn stain. 

XXXI. 

In silence lay it ever ! breath, nor air. 
Nor living thing disturb'd its mighty rest ; 
The blood-red orb, whose slant rays lit it there, 
Seem'd the strange shell of some old globe unblest. 

XXXII. 

And when that wide world's edge drew down the sun 
In sullen grandeur robed with shadows deep, 
1 knew still how that mystic silent One 
Grinn'd 'midst the gloom of nature's awful sleep* 

XXXIII. 

Thus should he lie, until th' arch-angel's hand 
Shake in Time's glass earth's shrivell'd dust-like clay 
Before accusing millions then to standi 

His red sight dazzled by Heaven's blinding ray 1 

# # # # # 

XXXIV* 

Back, back once more ! my fleeting fancy stray^ 
Let my blood circle warmly still again, 
The festal light around me glorious play : 
Yet be Imagination not in vain ! 
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XXXV. 

The gorgeous scene breaks on me, as when first 
I sat amid the waving, brilliant crowd, 
And heard that thrilling song's melodious burst, 
Like the Lark's trill to Heaven's blue radiance vow'd. 

XXXVI. 

More bright it seem'd, as when the lurid gloom 
Of thunder melts in April tears away, 
And the sun-lighted rainbow gilds the bloom 
Of spangled blossom's sweet and wild array. 

xxxvii. 

Only a sadder, wiser thought reraain'd, 
Those dim prophetic shadows' lesson dread> 
And, o'er my soul sublimer fancy reign'd, 
Waked from stern dream amid the phantom dead. 

XXXVIII, 

For, O thou being ! soft, luxurious born. 
Whose sole device is but vain sense to please, 
Thou, on whom rains rich Plenty's golden horn ; 
Whose sated wishes thoughtless follies seize, 

XXXIX. 

Thy perfumed soul bid shivering fly awhile. 
Where the poor man breathes hard in hungry throe, 
Thou may'st not shun, in earth, his contact vile, 
On earth, for heaven ! some faint mercy show. 
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Think, many starve of no less fair a mould 
Than thee, perchance, (how near their end and thine I 
The self same end, for all thy chance-got gold 
On earth can purchase, selling things divine.) 



Will the sweet strains thou hearest bid thee live 
Like one low sigh thy thoughtful mercy stills ? — ■ 
Poor seems the deed, when plenteous rich men give, 
Nought sooner God's high hall of judgment (ills. 



Then, when thy heart with pleasure's cordial glow 
Beats high; and joy, for thee, entrancing, weaves 
His brightest spell of light, in mercy throw 
One thought anon, where sullen misery grieves. 



Drive not the lost one from thee — clinging sad 
As the proud door thou leavest : in thy brain 
Still dance sweet echoes, visions gay and glad ; 
Curst, if they wrap thee from want's dreary pain. 



And, if a small voice track thee, spurn it not : 
Her bosom's fever perchance bums— thy breast 
With rapture warms — Yet think bow frail the lot 
Man makes his all — Time's old and bitter jest ! 



I 
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XLV. 

Yon huddled orphan, whom the blistering rain 
From thy cold eye hides dimly crouching there, 
Shut from thy breath by that closed crystal pane, 
'Twixt thee and God a robe of light shall wear 

XLVI. 

Thy dazzled sight may pierce not — and her voice 
Frame such sweet strains would make the earth-bom art 
Thou lov St, mere howling : wouldst thou then rejoice ? 
Take now of earthly griefs thine angel part» 

XL VII, 

God, the great Giver, loves that man should give. 
Faint image of himself; there was One came 
To tell us of it, yet we dare to live 
And preach Religion^ but to wrong His name : 

XLVIII» 

Blind, blind^ as if our sum of life were bound 
In the false revel of one dazzling night, 
Unreal, as yon music's frail, poor sound 
To the loud trump that hails eternal light I . 

XLIX. 

Farewell ! ye heed me not! the heartless sneer 
Curls the cold lip, the lover's whisper'd vow 
With sweeter, lower music fills the ear 
Of her he loves — yes, ^* Life" is busy now! 
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Mark, as I speak, the glittering, waving crowd, 
Whose gradual listless murmur grows around — 
Not as the tempest utters forth aloud, 
Through the dark pines, his deep melodious sound ; 

LI. 

But in loose babbling indistinct and vain 
Their feverish Babel mocks the aching sense : 
Go, twist the sand, then sift yon din insane, 
Cant, malice, falsehood, folly, hate, pretence ! 

LII. 

There, every passion sleeps unseen, or bums 
'Neath Fashion's icy bosom, whose dull face 
Fused in one mould, away, in sickness, turns 
The soul of him that there a soul would trace. 

LIII. 

Each breast a whirring clock, whose dial liesy 
Each face that dial to the aching breast. 
Each heart the weight that ever hopeless plies 
Its sad task, till all fades, at length to rest. 

LIV. 

No ! no ! they hear me not, in madness tost 
On life's frail topmost bough ; yet, if one turn 
The sacred temple of a heart not lost 
To be the shrine where Pity's offerings bum. 
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My song hath glorious ending. I have done 
The world perchance some wrong ; the poet's life 
Hath stem intensity of colour won : 
So gleams the Hatnbow 'mid the storm-cloud's str 
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STANZAS. 

r, 

THE price of grief is but a tear ; 
It costs no gold to mourn the dead : 
The human vulture comes not near 

The clay-cold form, when life hath fled : 
But, if a true friend o'er me weep, 
Methinks 'twill rouse me from my sleep. 

II. 

For, living, I have found that all 
Bears still its price upon the earth ; 

Each sympathy is weigh'd out small 

For precious di^chms — or grief, or mirth 

Ye have them both, as ye can pay 

Unto your grinning, fellow clay. 

III. 

Where Love and Friendship do ye hide? — 
I have not found you on Life's path ; 

But some torn blossoms scatter'd wide, 
Frail minions of the tempest's wrath. 

Unto my bosom sore I've prest, 

And deem'd a moment I was blest. 
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But fancy deck'd the worthless things 
In rainbow hues that might not stay, 

Whilst Time or Falsehood lent them wings 
To flutter far from me away. 

Still, still my joy, my grief's my own. 

Half-way through life, I am alone ! 



And when my joy and grief are o'er, 
The only constant thing to mourn 

These lips that idly sing no more 
Should be some effigy forlorn, 

A monumental dream in stone — 

Nay, be remembrance e'en mine own ! 



Scatter iny ashes to the wind ! 

In Nature's part I'd nobly play; 
My grave, till called, in life I'll find 

And bring fresh youth, and spurn dec 
My soul shall with the friendless sleep. 
And with the poor my sad voice weep. 
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SONG FROM THE DRAMA OF 
CROMWELL. 

Love's Calendar. 

"X Tt rHEN thy lover, dear, is nigh thee, 

^ " lutok not on the world around ; 
la his eyes be thy blue vision, 

In his eyes thy vision bound : 
For thou'lt 6nd all Heaven, I swear, 
By thy gaze reflected there ! 

In thy ripe lips is his Summer, 
Autumn in thy braided hair; 
Jealous is he of Spring's snow-drops 
Stolen from thy neck's warm care ; 
But the Winter of his mind 
Is when, thou, love, art unkind ; 
In thee rounded, thus, his year — 
Joy, doubt, sweet content, and fear. 




A VISION OF FRANCE. 



T SAW a land lie smiling 'm the sun, 

•*■ And a gay people in the sunshine free ; 

But eve came lowring, ere the day was done ; 

The tyrant Sun set bath'd in crimson sea 

Of blood, like that false crowned wretch of yore, 

Who his foul age renew'd in infant's gore. 



Then read I in the uptura'd faces hate 
And pride and domination, wolfish thirst 
Of carnage, and the sodden look of fate 
That strangles conscience in her cradle first. 
And then looks sullen out abroad for prey, 
With guilt's blear'd eyes, that shed no visual ray. 



And then I listen'd ; and the rumour spread, 

That some old man, that ruled them prosperous years, 

Had in his dotage from amongst them fled, 

His heavy crown off'-shook by childish fears ; 

For never in his ripe age feared he death, 

Now grown a miser of his latest breath ; 
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IV. 

Sitting with meagre trembling hands outspread 
To fan the petty brazier of his life, 
Where the live spark still lingered, though half dead, 
(Alas ! for him what need of care or strife ? — ) 
But, as he stoopM thus helpless, o'er him came 
The burning torture of a living shame. 

V. 

And so he quitted that fair, sunny realm. 

That own*d him monarch for so long a date. 

And left to thousand grasping hands the helm 

He should have grasp'd, with sternness, as of fate : 

But little recks it of his flight or stand 

Had not Peace fled, with all her smiling band, 

VI. 

Justice and Faith, Religion, Meekness, Truth, 
With scattered tresses and averted look, 
And Mercy, with the dove-like eyes of Ruth, 
As she knelt gleaning in the sacred Book, 
Alone, 'twixt sunset and her lover's gaze, 
Whilst he leant near her, wrapt in sweet amaze. 

VII. 

And then a crested Hydra, blood-besmear'd. 
With myriad hissing tongues of lambent red 
And hideous twinings, suddenly uprear'd 
His impious fronts, whereon I doubting read 
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False names by Satan graved : as on he roll'd, 
The pale earth sicken'd in his glutinous fold. 



VIII. 

9> 



His names were " Revolution," " Equal Right, 
Strange " Communism" of the good with bad, 
And " Freedom;" who straightway, poor maid, took 
Certes, to see such forgery was sad — [fright 

And, as she fled, she ask'd earth, air, and sky. 
If she did merit such foul calumny. 

IX. 

She swore she was no hollow Prostitute 
Bedizen'd forth to shame a holiday. 
Her robe of spotless white no flaunting suit 
Of blue, red, white, in foolish, mad array ; 
No bare unsightly stick her chosen tree 
Mud-planted amid yells of frantic glee* 

X. 

Still, as I gaze, the monster grows and fills. 
And, like a reptile Upas, direful hangs, 
And from a thousand gaping jaws distils 
The frothy ferment of his venomous fangs : 
His crests expand with fan-like horror fraught. 
Like some grim monster with his prey new caught. 

XI. 

Eftsoons, methought, with small and fiery eye 
Into each home by labour happy made 



^ 
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With horrid fascination he did pry, 
Whilst over all there grew a blight and shade ; 
And gladness, as sweet twihght came, no more 
Lighted each sunburnt village ; as of yore. 

XII. 

And, o'er great towns, a sulphurous, lurid cloud 
Betwixt the people and their God hung low, 
That paralysed with wan affright the crowd. 
And all they did seem'd but a spectral show, 
A dance of death with life — a night-mare dream, 
Where nought might hope-fraught, good, or lasting, 
seem. 

XIII. 

Then came a cry, and lo ! the deep, dark veil 
Of sullen cloud was sudden rent in twain ; 
In blood-red letters on each forehead pale 
Was murder stamped — a multitudinous Cain 
With livid fingers grasps the bristling gun, 
With pale sharp bayonet glancing in the sun. 

XIV. 

The hollow rattling of the parchment toy, 
The beldame Carnage gives her sons to play, 
Shaking her mouldering sides with horrid joy 
To see them thus her vampire lips obey, 
From each tall narrow street is heard around : 
Better for them the angry Earthquake's sound ! 

K 
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XV. 

When cities topple headlong into night, 
Leaving perchance one column's stern decay, 
Where Time sits, closed awhile his funeral flight, 
And seems to rest upon his toilsome way 
Near some black lake, that like a Stygian dream 
'Mid darkness self doth more appalling seem. 

XVI. 

The hot strife comes — and thousands gasping writhe; 
Like a fresh shamble reeks the red warm air, 
Till as Death sweeps around his dripping scythe 
Their very eyeballs roll in crimson glare ; 
Go now, and paint a name in history's page 
Of baffled greed and murderous tiger rage ! 

XVII. 

Pass, pass the cup, in poisonous frenzy drain 
The lees of horror, scorn all ties divine ; 
Dance, dance in homicidal madness, stain 
Your festal brows with blood in place of wine- 



France ! bride of Folly ! Mischief's darling land — 
France ! ruthless watchword of the plundering band ! 

XVIII. 

War is thy foul lust, passing nature's bound ; 
Thy peace is frenzied with fantastic crime ; 
Rage, folly, lewdness, murder flit around 
The funeral flames of Reason mock'd by Time — 



A Vision of France. 67 



Thy life's an orgied Masque of fearful fate, 
A grim Walpurgis night of modern date. 

XIX. 

See ! by yon door the livid poisoner stands, 
A woman bids the soldier thirsting drink ; 
He takes the wine-cup from her busy hands, 
Then rushes 'mid the fray, untouch'd to sink — 
O'er her thin nostril writhes the bloodless skin 
In one wild sneer of superhuman sin : 

XX. 

Then round her head the deadly brand she shakes, 
And screeches " Glory," yells sweet *' Freedom's" 
Her hair on end like cold Medusa's snakes, [name 
Her light eyes gleaming with demoniac flame — 
Let that foul bosom shrivel, ere it nurse 
Some imp-like burden born its country's curse. 

XXI. 

A squalid, knock-kneed, bullet-headed thing, 
With dirt-brown eyes that float in unctuous green ; 
With lungs to chant the Marseillaisey and sing 
*^ To die for country," which, howe'er, doth mean 
Living by pillage, slaughter, patriot-theft 
Of that which richer men have, niurder'd, left. 

XXII. 

Its God a prostituted stage-romance, 
Its home a brothel, cafe, spouting club. 



A 
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Its love begot at some fierce, shameless dance, 
Which vulgar lips perchance the " Cancan'* dub : 
In peace, oaths, slang, tobacco line the throat 
Whose ulcerous depths sound full each blasphemous 
note. 

xxiir. 

With just sufficient strength to bear a gun, 
And pull a trigger at a brave man's back : 
Drill'd as by instinct — France ! reward thy son, 
Nay, heave thy sickening breast, in one wide crack 
Engulf them all — be desert once again, 
And breed from apes some better race of men. 

XXIV. 

Thou Pharisee of nations ! boastful France ! 
Go hide thy wrinkled front of Saturn now, 
Bend to the earth thy haughty eagle glance, 
In ashes print that false discolour'd brow : 
The God thou hast forsaken sends a blight, 
In scorn, to wither all thy frenzied might. 

XXV. 

Thy sons are sold — Ambition's trumpery chain 
Strangles their idiot conscience, ere its birth, 
Thy very rulers spring, creations vain 
Of one short hour, like weeds from out the earth 
Water'd with blood and tears — full soon to fall, 
Smother'd beneath their groaning Country's pall. 
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XXVI. 

Leave, leave your arms, your drums, your vaunting 
Those tinsel laurels tear from off your brow, [boast, 
What ! Freedom live amongst ye ? e'en her ghost 
Stalks not amid your Roman triumphs now — 
Learn peace and moderation, learn to live, 
And kneel to God, his mercy still to give. 

xxvii. 

Awhile ye paus'd, and dared to look around 
To see if others foUow'd where ye led : [found 
But England smiled ; — ^your treacherous glances 
No answering look of guilt, or shuddering dread : 
Some traitors base, who sought to raise your cry, 
Fell choked with utterance of the struggling lie. 

XXVIII. 

And, where is stretch'd a fair and generous land, 
Where treasured Nature smiles divinely bright. 
Yet weeps to see the sparks of misery fann'd 
To glowing discord> 'mid the gloom of night. 
Think not to bid her sons desert their fame 
To win the shadow of your guilt-dyed name. 

XXIX. 

She shall arise in sister Union great ! 
Whilst Superstition, Folly, dull Mistake, 
Wrapt in their own death-like eclipse of fate 
Shall shrieking fly to that terrific lake, 
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Whence the black crimes that slur our human race 
Weird-like soar up from their foul dwelling-place. 

XXX. 

She shall be ours in bondage firm and true^ 
Knit by sweet flowers of blest fraternal love ; 
Whilst sacred tears for sorrows past, bedew 
The eyes that still dare look, in hope, above. 
The God of nations shall protect his own : 
France ! bid yon Spectre quit thy King-less throne ! 
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CAVALIER SONG, 

NOLL'S RED NOSE. 
FROM THE DRAMA OF CROMWELL. 

OLL'S red nose, in a bumper, here goes 
To Beelzebub his own master ; 
With the pikes at his flank 
Of our foremost rank, 

And the devil to find him plaster. 
Fairfax and Harrison 
On them our malison — 
But drink and sing 
Here's a health to the King ! 
Gentlemen, steady — 
Fill now — be ready : 
He shall have his own again ! 
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TIBULLI CARMEN. XIV, 

T^ UMOR ait, crebro nostram peccare puellam, 
•^^ Nunc ego me aurdis auribus esse velim. 
Crimina non haec sunt nostro sine jacta dolore, 
Quid miserum torques ? — Rumor acerbe ; tace ! 

Report saith, my girl doth oft trick me, boys, 

Shall my ears with such nonsense be cramm'd? — 

Since the thought on't so sorely doth prick my joys, 
Report, hold your tongue ! and be d — d ! 
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THE SEA-KING* 

I. 

I WAS fifteen years old, when my heart beat too 
strong 
For thy cabin, oh ! Mother mild : 
To feed goats seem'd weary, the days were so long, 

My humour grew strange and wild. 
How I dreamt, how I thought, but my thoughts were 

not glad 
As of yore, for my heart it grew heavy and sad 

In the Forest ! 

II. 

I bounded right madly the hill-top to gain, 

To look far on the rolling tide. 
Whose surges sang sweeter than ever the rain 

Rang its knells in the forest wide. 
Ah ! they come, ah ! they come from the far shore, 

each wave 
Unfetter'd and free — how they leap, how they rave 

On the Ocean ! 



* From the Swedish of E. J. Geyer. For the original verses 
I am indebted to the kind courtesy of Edward B. Hale Lewin, Esq. 
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III. 

One morning a bark from the shore I espied, 

Like a dart she sped into the bay ; 
Then swell'd high my bosom — it knew then the bride 

Long panted for day by day. 
I rush'd from ray goats, and from thee, mother mild. 
And the Corsair he took me to live on the wild 

Bounding Ocean ! 

IV. 

And into the sails rush'd the wind with his might, 
We flew o'er the billow s ridg'd fleece ; 

The sun-dazzled surge rose — then fell in deep night ; 
In my bosom alone there was peace. 

My sire's rusty sword quiver'd tight in my hand, 

And o'er it I swore I would win fame and land 

On the Ocean ! 

V. 

Sixteen summers were mine, when the Corsair I slew. 

He scoff"d at the down on my cheek : 
A Sea-King I trod on the waves' boundless blue: 

In the death-game now who found me weak? — 
Then I took forts and castles ashore with my band, 
And with the brave fellows drew lots for the land 

On the Ocean ! 

vr. 

From deep horns the strong mead we merrily quaff'd 
With might, as our storm-couch was laid ; 
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We could swoop, as we pleas'd, from the waves where 
we laughed : 
In Walland I took me a maid — [light, 

Her eyes wept three days, on the fourth fiU'd with 
And thus fell our nuptials with sportive delight 

On the Ocean ! 

VII. 

• 
And once I was lord both of castles and land, 

And under a roof drank as deep ; [plann'd, 

For my people and kingdom I took thought and 

Whilst walls, locks, and bolts held my sleep : 
For the space of a winter that ne'er seem'd to end, 
Though a king there, yet earth it was narrow and 
penn'd 

To the Ocean ! 

VIII. 

I did nothing, but to my proud soul give offence, 
Each helpless wretch aiding to crawl ; 

To each wallet a lock, to each hovel a fence, 
So stoop'd I to succour them all ; 

What with fines, oaths, and robbery, each paltry care, 

I listen'd till sick — Oh ! would I were there 

On the Ocean ! 

IX. 

Such my prayer — till that winter rolPd heavily past. 
Wild anemones waved on the shore. 
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Sweet daughters of spring, and the minstrel waves fast 

Pour their song " hither, bide thou no more !" 
The breezes o'er valley and hill flutter light, 
And the freed brooks, exulting, rush dancing so bright 

Unto Ocean ! 

X. 

Then seiz'd me the former invisible tie, 
As the rude waves my name raging sound, 

O'er the land and its cities my broad pieces fly ; 
I dash*d on the dull earth my crown ! 

And poor as of yore, with a ship and my sword 

Look'd fate in the eyes for the Sea- King's reward 

On the Ocean! 

XI. 

Free, free as the wind then our joyous course ran 

On the distant waves' billowy green, 
And we mark'd on the coast of the stranger, how man 

Was the same wretched animal seen : 
Care ever sat by him, an unbidden guest; [rest 

But the Corsair's proud step spurns her far from his 

On the Ocean ! 

XII. 

And again stood I watching, my heroes among, 

For a sail in the far distant blue. 
If a rival bark came, then our war-cry loud rung; 

The trader we scorned to pursue — 



r\ 
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For the brave man by chance of the red fray doth 

stand, 
Whilst his friendship is knit by the lance and the 

brand 

On the Ocean! 

xiir. 

Firm stood I, by day, near the surge-rocking shroud ; 

No gloom the bright future o'ercast; [proud 

Like a swan 'mid the waving sedge, blithely and 

Was I borne on the rushing wave past, [cross'd, 

Each prey was mine own, that my pathway then 

And my hopes were as free as the wide waves mad 

toss'd 

There, on Ocean ! 

XIV. 

Firm stood I, by night, near the dark reeling shroud, 
Whilst the hoarse billows angrily cry, 

And I heard how the Fates' awful loom hurtled loud 
In the storm shooting fearfully by ; 

As the ship rose and heel'd, I felt — Such is man's doom. 

Now uplifted on high, now deep sunk in the gloom 

As on Ocean ! 

XV. 

But misfortunes swift flock — I have filled years a score, 

The loud surges howl for my blood : 
And they know it right well, for they drank it before 



i 
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Where'er the hot strife thickest stood. 
This wild burning heart that so long hath leapt bold, 
In the deep, icy caverns below shall grow cold, 

Soon, in Ocean ! 

XVI. 

Yet I mourn not that brief was the sum of my days. 

Swift yet good must their course be confest, 
To the Halls of the Gods there ascend many ways, 

And the shortest that leads there is best. 
Let the waves chaunting low now my requiem sing, 
I have lived on the waves, there my death-couch I'll 
fling 

On the Ocean ! 

On a rock's lonely slab thus the ship-wrecked Sea- 

King 
'Midst the surge of the breakers in triumph doth sing, 

In its depth the sea whirls him along : 
Still the billows wail on with monotonous sound. 
And the light breezes shifting veer playfully round ; 

But the brave man lives ever in song ! 
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THE FIR-TREE * 

T^ROWSILY, on barren height, 
-*^ In the far-off arctic zone, 
Through the dim and frozen night, 

Sleeps a Fir-tree all alone ; 
Round him wrapt there glitters bright 
His snow coverlet of white. 

Dreams he of a distant Palm, 
That in Morning's orient land 

'Neath the sky's eternal calm 
Like a thing forlorn doth stand, 

On a burning wall of stone. 

Grieving silent and alone ! 

* From the German of H. Heine. 
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THE SLEEP OF BARBAROSSA * 

I. 

ly^ING Frederick Barbarossa! 
•^^ That Kaiser old and grim, 
Deep in the vaulted castle 
Enchantment holdeth him. 

II. 

He died not as men perish, 

A wizard life doth keep, 
There, hidden in the castle. 

He sits, enrobed in sleep. 

III. 

He has down with him taken 

The splendour of his sway : 
Some time he will return with it, 

On the appointed day. 

IV. 

The stool whereon he sitteth 

In ivory doth shine, 
Of marble stone the table, 

O'er which his head doth pine. 

* From the German of Riickert. 
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V. 

His beard it is not flaxen, 

But flame in spiral glow ; 
It pierces through the table 

O'er which his head bows low. 

VI. 

In dreaming nods he often, 
Half opes his dim closed eye, 

Awhile waits, and then beckons 
A Page that standeth by. 

VII. 

" Thou dwarf! rise up" he speaketh, 

" Before the castle go, 
" There look if the black Ravens 

'^ Still flutter to and fro: 



VIII. 

'' And if those ebon Ravens 
'' Still flutter as of eld, 

" I must yet by enchantment 
" A hundred years be held. 



^^ 



Note. The Author was first attracted to this Legend by a beauti- 
ful picture painted by Herr Wolflf, now residing in Newman Street, 
London. This picture was purchased by his own Government, for 
an annuity of £100 a year, for three years, and the painter was al- 
lowed to retain it I 

Surely, this example might, in cases of like excellence, be copied 
here with good effect. 

In the legend, the black Ravens mean the priest-craft of the 
country. The Germans say that the sleep of Barbarossa is now 
broken. 

M 
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THE PILGRIMAGE TO KEVLAAR.* 



I. 




AT window stands tlie Mother, 
In bed there lay the son : 
" Will you not rise, my Wilhelm, 
" Ere yet the show be done?" — 



IT. 

" I am so weary, Mother, 

" I canjiot hear or see, 
" I think of my dead Gretchen, 

" My heart aches wearily/' 

III. 

^' Rise up : we'll go to Kevlaar 

With rosary and book, 
" God's Mother dear shall cure thee, 

" On thy sick heart she'll look." 

The holy standards flutter, 
The holy tunes they sing, 

To Cologne on the River 

The sacred march they bring. 

* From the German of H. Heine. 
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V. 

The Mother follows closely, 
His faltering step doth aid ; 

They both sing in the Chorus, 
" Praise Marie ! spotless maid." 



I. 

God*s Mother bright at Kevlaar 
Her Sunday dress doth wear, 

To-day she is so busy, 
So many sick come there. 

II. 

The sick people are bringing, 

As sacred offerings meet, 
Limbs moulded out of wax : there were 

Both waxen hands and feet 

III. 

A hand of wax who bringeth her. 
His wounded hand grows whole ; 

And he who gives a waxen foot 
Doth stand on a sound sole. 

IV. 

Of those who had sore fingers 

On Fiddles all now play, 
On tight-ropes dance the crutch-borne 

To Kevlaar came that day. 
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The Mother took a wax-light 
And form'd from it a heart ; 

" God's mother that accepting 
" Shall cure thy sorrow s smart." 



The son the heart took sighing. 
And sighing did beseech ; 

From his sad eyes the tear-drops. 
From out his heart the speech. 



' Thou maiden pure of Heaven ! 

" Thou highly prais'd, ador'd, 
" To thee, thou Queen of glory ! 

" My sufferings be deplord. 



' I liv'd there with my Mother, 
" At Cologne, in the town 

' That hatb so many Churches 
" And Chapels, up and down. 



' And next to us liv'd Gretchen, 
" But she is now no more : 

' This waxen heart receiving 
" Cure thou my heart so sore. 
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X. 

" Cure thou my sick heart's sorrow; 

" So fervently I'll pray 
" Both night and morning early 

" Marie, be prai&'d alway/' 

I. 

The sick Son and the Mother 
In the small room they slept, 

There came God's mother gently ; 
'Mid moonbeams pale she stept ; 

II. 

And o'er the sick man stooping 

Her hand so softly laid, 
Quite softly on his bosom, 

Then smiled, nor longer stay'd. 

III. 

In dreams the Mother saw this, 
Nay more, in slumber bow'd ; 

Then woke she from her visions — 
Why bark the dogs so loud ? — 

IV. 

There lay outstretch'd quite near her 
Her son, and he was dead ; 

Round his wan cheeks is playing 
The Morning bright and red. 
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The Mother her hands folded. 
She knew not what she felt ; 

But with low accents pious 
In praise to " Marie" knelt. 



r% 



87 



LOVE A PHILOLOGIST.* 



T. 

TT^OR thousand thousand years on high 
■^ The changeless stars above 
Stand gazing, — and each other eye 
With sadden'd looks of love. 

II. 

The language that they speak is rare, 

Rich-blazotfd and soul-lit ; 
Yet no philologists declare 

They can decipher it* 

III. 

But I have learnt this language true, 

Nor shall forget its trace : 
My grammar, love ! thine eyes of blue, 

And thy sweet, wondering face. 

* From H. Heine. 
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THE FISHERMAIDEN * 

I. 

THOU beautiful bright fishermaideii. 
Come steer me thy skiff to the land, 
And sit by me, thine eyes newly-laden 
With love : fondly link'd, hand in hand. 

ir. 

On this heart lay thy little head gaily, 
Nor fear me too much : the wild sea 
Bears thee carelessly floating far daily 
From the warm earth thou lovest, and me. 

III. 

Sweet ! my heart too thy sea doth resemble, 
On its surface, tide, flood, storms there be ; 
Whilst in its depths sparkle and tremble 
Many gems, many pearls fair to see. 

* From H. Heine. 
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A LOVER'S CONCEIT * 

IN a lily's chalice bell 
Breath'd I soft my fluttering soul, 
Till my Love's name from its cell 
Back in perfum'd musick stole. 

Sung thus by the flower trembling, 
Long it quiver'd on my lip, 
That sweet kiss of her's resembling 
In a dream I once did sip* 

* From H. Heine. 



V 
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THE LONELY TEAR. 



I. 

Xl/'HAT will this lonely tear 

^ ^ That clouds my aching sight 
Alas, it doth remain with me 
From times long fled in night. 

II. 

Its many shining sisters 
Have flow'd away in gloom 
Of Wind and Tempest raving 
Round Joy's and Sorrow's tomb. 

III. 

My Sorrows and my Joys ! Like mists, 
Those little stars of blue, 
That in this heart have smil'd them 
So deeply, have fled too. 

IV. 

Ah me ! my love itself 
Hath vanished like mere breath : 
Thou old and lonely tear 
Flow forth now in thy death ! 

* From the German of H. Heine. 
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THE REAL PATRON. 

I. 

THEY gave me advice and good counsel, 
Promis'd honour, advancement and fame ; 
And said, would I wait but a season, 
I should live 'neath the shade of their name. 

II. 

But their patronage vaunting left empty 
My belly : in faith Fd have starv'd. 
Had it not been that one gallant fellow 
Gave me meat, ere yet fortune was carv'd. 

III. 

Honest man ! noble saviour ! I'll never 
Forget thee, mid splendour and pelf, 
What a pity a kiss I can't give thee ; 
Since I am that brave fellow myself. 

* From the German of H. Heine. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF THE POET 
THOMAS HOOD. 

I KNEW thee not, I knew thee not. 
Ere thou wast by the skies forgot, 
The whispering winds and jocund hours, 
The earth's fresh green and nursling flowers 
Had lost thy gentle step and eye, 
The follies of the world thy sigh — 
Then thy sweet presence to me came 
Enrob'd in a fair deathless name. 

Yes, thou wert gentle in reproof. 

Nor proudly stood'st, stern-wrapt, aloof, 

When'er the rich and proud came near 

To the bright circle of thy sphere. 

That circle they might ne'er attain 

With soulless wealth and fashion vain. 

But thou didst only point the way 

And exercise a nobler sway ; 

As if an Angel tir'd with weeping 

Earth's madness in thy warmth of love, 

Thou'dst left thy bright throne, heaven-pois'd, sleeping, 

Down steering from thy prize above, 
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And only sought to teach and show 
How little is our aim below, 
How poor our gain, save in the fee 
Of heaven-descended charity ! 
Then softly guided thought on high 
With notes of love to reach the sky. 

And oft upon the earth thy song 
Thou blithely caroUedst along; 
The proudest equipage of all 
Might enter not thy charmed walk, 
The mightiest lord of palace-hall 
In vain around thy bee-hive stalk 
To steal the honied treasure hung, 
With accents pure, upon thy tongue. 
But poor and often wanting bread, 
Thou mights't upon a king have shed 
The glory circling round thy brow — 
A king might envy thee, e'en now ; 
Since Angels whisper thou did'st sing 
And dove-ey'd mercy often bring 
Through stained windows fluttering bright, 
Bath'd in rich streams of golden light, 
To where the rich and careless heart 
Lay beating far from woe apart ; 
Brought Pity to the proud man's door. 
Where she was never known before, 
Usher'd by Genius, harping still 
Like Orpheus stony breasts to fill 
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With soft and sad emotioDS bright 
And Charity's new sweet delight. 

Poet of poor men's lives and graves ! 
Sweet Charity thy mem'ry saves, 
And from her sick-bed mission steals, 
And in low sighs thy name reveals ; 
Whilst Genius weeps around thy bier 
And bids thy pale, calm brow smile near, 
la poesy inum'd and thought 
Of that which Christ alone hath taught, 
And thou hast sung on wailing lyre, 
With Angel tears, and Seraph's fire. 

Would I had known thee ! I had then 
Known some one, 'mid the herd of men, 
Had gently told me mend, not blame 
The lot of this dull human frame ; 
Had bid me upward scan the face 
Of changeful heaven, but for grace — 
Not read the thunder's wrath alone, 
Nor list the tempest's madden'd groan ; 
But from the melting peace of skies, 
Thought-woven from celestial eyes. 
Draw Mercy, rose-chain'd, to the ground 
By waving wreath of lilies crown'd ; 
And give warm credence to the love 
That smiles unseen 'twixt clouds above; — 
Such as the painter's art divine 
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Bids golden-haired and roseate shine, 
And smiling vigil hovering keep 
Watching o'er Jesu's infant sleep, 
'Mid virgin arms in rest profound 
With sacred symbols scatter'd round. 



In orient morn, when thou wert young, 
What glories round thy glad life hung. 
What hopes, what dreams of gladness, thine 
Imparadis'd in light divine ! 
But, ah ! thine age, though honoured, knew 
Its hopes unfed, its dreams untrue ; 
And glory, struggling through life's gloom, 
But shed its beams upon thy tomb, 
Snatch'd thy pale ash from envious fate 
To whirl in brightness — but too late, 
And dazzle the meridian strife 
That frown'd in sorrow on thy life. 

Up from the earth's polluted soil, 
The sunnier gifts youth flings on high 
More jarring is the curst recoil, 
Hope's brightest rainbows soonest die ; 
The darker boyhood's clustering hair 
More wintry sad its blight of care ; 
More sure the lover's doom, that knows 
Love's charms alone, and not his woes — 
Nor e'er from Joy the froward child 
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Hath wiped a tear, e en as she smiled — 
But thou, sweet Spirit, reckon still 
Thou didst thy term of life fulfil ; 
As God and Nature teaches all 
The best and wisest, since man's fall. 
Thou had'st privation here on Earth, 
More glowing bright thy heavenly birth— 
Thy common cares for daily bread, 
Thy strife, thy woes, and pains have fled, 
And left to us remembrance sweet, 
Whilst Pity's shining legions greet 
Thy steps on high : thy trials told, 
Thou hast the " Rose above the mould :" 
Without a thorn, its blossoms shed 
Immortal odours round thy head. 

And e'en Earth's sorrows, fancy-drest. 
No more afflict thy pensive heart; 
God's wisdom tells thee it is best : 
Whilst Angels crowding round impart 
How Justice works her mystic spell 
Heaven-guided, and those secrets tell 
That lie beyond the grave's dusk line, 
With language and with looks divine, 
Entrancing thy fond soul, that knows 
Not e'en remembrance of past woes. 

Still oft by dark and flowing river, 
Where some pale star doth sadly quiver 
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Upon the friendless and forlorn, 
The sullen heir of misery born ; 
Ere yet the fatal plunge be taken. 
The last faint sand of horror shaken, 
The lip with last defiance curl'd, 
The shrieking soul in frenzy hurl'd 
In darkness from the reeling world, 
That slips like a round icy ball 
From the chill'd feet, and leaves no hold 
On^God, or sunshine, man, or gladness. 
But out-stretch'd arms, an ebon fall. 
With livid fingers clutch'd in madness — 
Ere yet the frantic deed be done 
And Hell, or black oblivion won ; 
Ere cold and curious sons of clay 
Scent near their carrion fellow prey. 
And search the dripping, leaden frame 
That mocks them, for an useless name — 
If yet a something whisper " live" 
And Hope new trust in God doth give ; 
If thought, to do it not, be stirr'd, 
Or e'en a mutter'd prayer be heard. 
Ere yet 'tis done, and one bright beam 
Sent chasing through yon spectral gleam 
To gild with hope the frail lost thing, 
'Mid chaos' dread waste balancing — 
My fancy tells me 'twas tk^ star 
Shot mildly downward from afar, 
To warm yon chill and bony breast, 

o 
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And whisper touching tales of rest; 
Painting some long forgotten scene 
Of that which once in youth had been, 
A mother's care, a wife's last look, 
A haloed line from that great Book 
Of Love and Wisdom, teaching still 
The spirit to endure life's ill : 
Yes ! fain I'd trace thy presence near. 
The breeze thy sigh, the dew thy tear. 
Thy gentle hand the happy fate 
That succour hurried, ere too late ; 
Thyself Compassion s Genius mild 
To chase the grisly phantoms wild 
Of Sorrow, Hunger, Want, and Pain, 
As thou wert back on earth again. 
And, if a happier dream be nigh 
Some jaded creature bent awry. 
Working a living " shroud " for pay 
Scarce nourishing her slow decay— 
And if her bird, poor moulting thing, 
To her wan finger welcome sing. 
Ruffling with pride its feathers all 
Unto its mistress' plaintive call ; 
Which gilded cages rich and rare 
Boast not, the wealthiest Lady's care. 
If sunshine warm her aching heart 
And bid the shadowy guest depart, 
That mocks her on the whiten'd wall, 
So like her own, it doth appal ; 




Foet Thomas Hood. 99 



If the bright gift of soft blue skies 

Wake trembling bliss within her eyes 

So sad and dim, so weary, pale — 

Life's night-lamps in that body frail — 

I'll deem thy pitying soul is near 

That lone and wasted one to cheer, 

To ease the heart-drawn sigh, to stop 

The hot eye's big and scalding drop. 

That the long eyelash long hath worn 

Away from her pale cheek forlorn : 

I'll know thee, though unseen, a guest 

By mercy sent from regions blest, 

God's messenger of hope below 

To bid her shrinking frame still glow 

With faint spark : — as that taper's gleam, 

Doth now through her thin wan hand stream 

Yes ! I believe that thou art near 
By every orphan's sorrowing tear. 
Recorder of each helpless groan, 
Each racking sigh and mutter'd moan, 
Perchance the sufferer to bless 
With million'th grain of happiness ; 
Bidding the rain drops fall aslant 
From the vext poor with garments scant. 
And to deaf ears with accents ringing 
The sorrows of the world loud bringing. 
Such are the dreams my fancies paint 
Of thy sweet labours, heavenly Saint ! 
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O may the echo of thy song 
Be heard still *mid the world's loud wrong, 
And blessings twine them with thy fame 
And mingle with thy deathless name ! 




BEN' AMATA. 

THERE was gloom in the veiy lighf, 
From which our eyes we shaded, 
As if the soul of all things bright 
With her sweet looks had faded : 
Soft-haloed mid back-streaming hair 
Her whiter face was lying 
On the white pillow gleaming there ; 
And we knew that she was dying. 
O'er her dim and chilly world 
Death like Night advancing; 
His raven pennon when unfurl'd, 
What reck the Sun-beams dancing? 

Ever Earth's bright Jlowers 
Death doth bear away : 
Soon, ye spectral Hours, 
Bring Death back I pray. 
Where I linger sadly 
Singing snatches madly 
" Half life is Decay .'" 

The last flush fled from her icy cheek, 
And a rose she held blush 'd stronger, 
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Of a truth in the flower's faded streak 

We felt it would live longer : 

A whispering sudden came 

Amid the leaves without; 

Each fancied some one breath'd his name, 

The Sun shone brightly out. 

We could not see her where she lay, 

For a big tear dimm'd our eyes ; 

I have seen less clear since that sunny da; 

1 can scarce see now where she lies ; 

They tell me her tomb is sculptur'd near, 

I gaze on it still in doubt, 

Tis a marble Grief drown'd in a tear 

That will ne'er from these eyes flow out 

Strew around sweet flowers. 

Let none idly stay : 

Come, ye darkling Hours, 

Bury Grief, I say : 

Heap with withered pleasures ; 

Old Death, yield thy treasures. 

Life springs from Decay! 
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NIGHT THOUGHTS AT SEA. 

Ti/riDNIGHT closeth o'er the waves» 
-^^-*^ But the bold ship dances free ; 
Through her shrouds the sad wind raves, 

Still for nothing careth she. 
Half her scant crew warmly slumbers 

O'er the watery vault below, 
Where, perchance, forgotten numbers 

Midway float in ghastly show, 
Balanced in the deep, dark green 

Of that spectral oozy waste. 
Like the Moslem's tale I ween 

Of the coffin air-embrac'd. 
Hush ! methinks a bell is tolling 

O'er the tossing billows wide. 
Knelling, o'er the waters rolling, 

For the dead on every side. 
Now a wailing voice sweeps by. 

Like a Bride's from gladness hurried 
In the cold, dark grave to lie 

Far from love and rapture buried : 
Still the sailor drowsy sleepeth 

Rock'd upon the dashing wave, 
That around him ceaseless leapeth. 

As his frail life it would crave. 
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On the sails the moon-light streaming 

Bids strange shadows quicken round ; 
Till I gaze like one in dreaming, 

Or by goblin fancies bound. 
Like a bird, the main-sail quivers 

Wounded, flapping 'gainst the breeze, 
Whilst the tall mast shakes and quivers 

Torn from mid his brother trees 
Near some fierce Norwegian torrent, 

Where they crest a beetling hill, 
Like the plumes of Odin horrent, 

As he strides from cavern still ; 
Leaving wondrous Rinda sleeking 

Softly grand her flowing hair — 
Hark ! the mighty ones are creaking 

Giant notes of wild despair ; 
As the torturing winds come nigh them 

Bending down each sullen head, 
And with raging threats doth try them 

Whispering loud strange tales of dread ; 
Till the hunter pausing trembles, 

For he thinks each white line there. 
Where the cold moon shines, resembles 

Bones of hunters bleach'd and bare : 
And the wiry wolf he'd rather. 

Or the grizzly mother bear. 
Than stalk 'mid those shadows farther. 

Tempt in rage from out their lair — 
So I gaze upon yon white deck, 
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When the moon through rattlin'd shrouds 
Shadowing peeps — like some world's bright wreck 

Driving through the rifted clouds : 
And I think of sailors storm-tost 

Drowning in the northern seas ; 
See the skies yon helpless form lost, 

Stooping mock, like boughs of trees — 
In his ears the waters bubble, 

In his eyes gleams fiery spray ; 
Dark-pois'd *neath the water's trouble 

Shark-like monsters wait their prey ; 
With huge orbits coldly glare they, 

Finn'd like grandam's starch'd neck-ruff, 
Rudder-like their tails move, stare they 

All upon him sinking — *^ Luff ! " 
Hoarsely some one near me screams ; 

Like a troop of scar*d fish past fly 
All my fancies' fevered dreams. 

As a mighty ship comes fast nigh 
Quick strange gleams of phosphorus bringing 

On she labours through the seas ; 
Round her bowsprit eager clinging 

Swarms of sailors look like bees. 
As they furl the jib wild striving 

To be free — she comes ! she flies ! 
Close her huge, black side is driving 

Near us, with unearthly cries ; 
And her lights like fire-flies glitter 

Flitting round some Indian pall 

p 
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Quick borne by ; — or ebon litter 
Through the jungle sedges tall — 

Into darkness she hath vanish'd. 
As a thing had never been ; 

Till the Morn, my night thoughts banish'd, 
Rising red is slowly seen. 



•< 



• 
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THE RHYME OF THE SPEND-THRIFT. 



r. 

TT was a young man faded 

-*- Sat shuddering with affright, 

And wearily upbraided 

A wanton fled in night ; 

O'er Fate's drear door-sill vanish'd ; 

He toy'd with her too long, 

And now for ever banish 'd 

He mourn'd the bitter wrong. 
ing — Oh ! upon the world's door-step^ I linger here 

in shame : 
hady I gave — I lent to save. Chalk up the losing 
game. 

II. 
Then he thought of friends that pledg'd him 
In his own ruby wine, 
And the sparkling faces hedg'd him. 
Wherever he might dine — 
Till crimson fancies plashing 
Rush'd o'er his reeling sight. 
Like a soldier's red cloak flashing 
In blood-mist through the night. 
ing — Oh ! upon the world's door-step^ I grovel here 

in shame : 
had, I gave — I lent to save. Score up the cruel 
game. 
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III. 



Next he pictured women's wiles who 

Had smiPd upon his folly : 

Poor fool ! he wins do smiles now 

From his Leman Melancholy. 

But his Vanity stripped naked 

Flies shrieking into air. 

And in her place stands ragged, 

The mocking Phantom, Care. 
Sing — Oh ! the gate is closed now upon the child of 

shame : 
I had, I gave — / lent to save. Curse on the mocking 
game. 



IV. 

And Care's gaunt sister, Sorrow, 
Like a pauper famine-mad 
Sat bidding him foul morrow 
In biting accents sad. 
Her thin lips' trembling blue 
Touch'd dry her misty veil, 
And her cry was " Wirrasthrue ! 
What doth my darling ail ? " 

Sing — lam here, the world goes on^ nor recks it of 

my shame : 
I had, I gave — I lent to save. Soon finished is the 

game. 
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V. 

Then his dog crept to him whining, 

He spurn'd him first away ; 

Fiercely selfish is repining 

Within this human clay ; 

But the beast still crawling closer 

Sat crouching 'neath his nod ; 

He saw no thread-bare loser, 

Nor questioned he his God — 
Sing — Oh I upon the beggar steps down from the 

bridge of life^ 
The dog is there^ sweet folly rare! Score up; the 
game is rife. 



vr. 

He caird him to him — marry ! 

How he frolick'd, bark'd, then stood 

For an order to go carry 

Or a stone or piece of wood : 

There be stone hearts I know many« 

And heads of wood enow 

Might be purchased for a penny, 

And little harm I trow. 
Sing — Dog's meat ho ! ye human hearts that human 

heai'ts betray : 
The game's alive : make haste and thrive I Timers 
offal'Cart doth stay ! 



f 
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VI f. 

Then a thousand masques around him 

Glower'd life-like in the air, 

Whilst cold stupor feebly bound him. 

As he felt them gazing there : 

Till he recognized the faces 

In Society's cold stare — 

Heap'd World-Flunkeys in their places, 

He had known when life was fair. 
Sing — Hang your carpet from the window: at the 

mast-head put a broom : 
Thin-lipped Pride is Folly's bride — Poverty y take 
elbow-room. 

VIII. 

Thus when Fortune jilting fools us, 
All fly from us in our need : 
Whilst sad Knowledge sternly schools us 
Fortune's smiles we may not read — 
But her wrinkles, iron- wreathed. 
Sear with pain the aching heart, 
Tears for water, sighs deep-breathed. 
Ease alone the burning smart. 

Sing — Had we known the price of it, ere yet to misery 
hurVdy 

Too late^ too late gives sneering Fate her lessons in 
the world. 
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THE POET'S WORLDHYMN ! 

T. 

AH YMN of praise to God ! 
Behold, I wondering kneel 
In silent thought alone 

Beneath the purple swimming skies of Heaven, 
That in deep soft repose 
Like the blue eyes of Angels myriad- woven. 
Float, Nature's sunlit altar high overarching: 
Or like a waveless Ocean spread 
Their clear depths far from human ken or sorrow ; 
And, as I kneel, a voiceless song ascends 
Of praise from one weak earnest human soul 
Unto the mighty Giver ! 

II. 

With me in concert sing 

The tiny trembling occupants 

Of each green living spray 

That waves itself with whisperings harmonious, 

The dash of fish that leap 

In joyous cadences 

From out the mirror'd and pellucid waters, 

Making bright pearl-shower'd wreaths mid silvery 

And orient diadems, [mist 

Snatched ever by the twinkling hands of braided 

Unseen by dim-ey'd mortals ; [nymphs, 
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The fountains' sparkling madrigals, 

The Spirit-hum of Flowers, 

All, all ascend to Him, whence life descendeth, 

God, the eternal Giver. 

III. 

And weaves its song with mine 

An Orchestra of insects myriad fluting. 

With the soft fraying of the credulous grass. 

That to the light winds' changeful sighing note 

Bends in new listening life-like wonder ever. 

The cry of every living gladsome thing. 

The giant murmuring of towns. 

Which distance purifies : 

Behold ! they lie afar 

My soul remembers all their weary crimes 

But as an Idiot's story 

Told when my careless boyhood laugh'd to hear it 

Or as the shapes in clouds of yesterday, 

Or like the dreams of night when golden sunshine 

Chaseth blind Melancholy ; 

And now unto my bosom's echoing song 

This doth lend also its wise solemn strain. 
There deepening bright and holy ! 

IV. 

A mighty hymn to God ! 
Leave all your hero-worshipping 
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Of men that idly spin their little web 

Of tangled tortur'd framing; 

Quit yon tall spires of clay, 

The sad extinguishers of Reason's flame, 

Where'er her pale light flickers through the city ; 

There Mammon blindly gropes beneath high heaven 

With petty blasphemy in vain blaspheming, 

There the stone riddle of Religion's face, 

That angels drop no softening tear upon. 

Is seen to darkly ponder: 

Behold, by these unfetter'd, 

On Earth I kneel alone ! 



V. 

Come near, ye slovs^ and evil worshippers, 

Is not the glorious Earth a house of prayer 

Better than human houses built of stone 

Where the mind faints and wanders? — 

Doth not the Morning sun 

Light all the world to daily orisons? 

And the sky's vast Cathedral Dome 

Stand frescoed with the form of Truth sublime 

And Mercy roseate-finger'd ? 

Do not the Winds mysterious whisper " Faith " 

Whilst Silence in the desert loud proclaims it? — 

Hark, how the rolling waves eternal chaunt 

Their old Chaldean worship ! 
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See, where the winged lightnings zig-zag write 
Their living sentences on walls of gloom 
To the dead hearts of trembling men that creep 
With grovelling purposes ! 

VI. 

A Temple of bright song 

Beneath night's high and jewelled canopy ! 

The white-robed Seraphs guide each several star 

On flashing thrones through purple space appearing : 

The arched forests shall our pillars be, 

Deep groin'd and fretted by no workman's hand, 

But the invisible hand 

Of all-pervading Nature ; 

Whilst 'mid their listening leaves 

Deep solemn shadows fall, 

That are not known above where heaven's floor 

With the slant beams of far-ofi* suns is paved 

Such as we may not picture : 

Light is God's shadow there — 

In which my frail soul, hid in its dusk cave, 

Yearns to bathe, soaring as the unseen Lark, 

That in the sky's blue radiance like a dream 

Melodious doth linger. 

VII. 

A song of praise to God ! 

The earth doth never falter, 

The giant mountains nearer bring to heaven 

The deep, low valley's distant murmuring ; 

When the skies stoop unto the mountain's chorus : 
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Man is as nought — a speck on Nature seen : 

But as I kneel there ring sweet solemn strains 

Of the whole Earth sublimely carolling 

Her panoramic song of praise around ; 

That in the prison of this narrow breast 

Strike a small answering key of echoing gladness, 

Like to the tinkling of a sheep-bell heard 

In faintest, purest harmony afar 

Borne o'er the bee-suck'd heather when the sun 

Bringeth the Sapphire Morning. 
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